Josephine Plays Her Last Card
I love thee. To thee alone I owe the only moments of hap-
piness I have known in this life. But powerful as I am,
I am not my own master. Destiny denies the plea of my
heart. We must yield to the need of our country."
So one alien to another alien; one heartsick and stern
and set, the other heartsick and unnerved and trembling
all over.
"Say no more," she said, "about France. Think of the
woman. I was prepared for this; but the blow is no less
mortal."
The sentence, poignant though it was, deceived him as
to her composure. Just when he believed the worst to be
over, she gave way, cried: "I cannot give you up! I will
not give you up!" then, screaming, fell in what appeared
to be a dead faint.
Monsieur de Bausset, prefect of the palace, heard the
screams and came in on the run to find a pale emperor
holding a still paler empress.
"Quick, Bausset! The empress is ill. Carry her to her
apartment." And seizing a lamp from the table, he led
the way down the staircase toward the entresol.
Half-way down, she whispered to the prefect, "You
hold me too tight." Either the swoon had not been com-
plete or she had come to. Still she continued to simulate
it. But the prefect did not blame her. One must work in
one's medium, use her own weapons where the odds are
so great. Besides, mechanics are no proof of insincerity,
and even an actress can feel deeply.
Nor did the tactful man betray her; and the emperor
was not aware that she had revived when, lamp in hand,
with the other he took hold of her ankles, to help a little,
for she was a dead-weight on the slender Bausset.
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